OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

aboard Harald's galley. There would have been time
for the guardships to come up to them and try to
stop them if they had dared to, but they did not. The
rescued men piled in, dripping and swearing and
laughing. There was a great crowd on board now and
the galley went slowly. However, it was certain that
the Emperor was not such a fool as to hinder them
from getting off. They were too much of a wasps'
nest.

While they went on rowing south through the
straits, with all the palaces of Constantinople clear
and tiny a mile off on the right hand, the hot after-
noon wore through and the smell of sweat rose off
the rowers and hung about in the windless air.
Harald came along between the benches to the poop
of the galley. Anastasia sat frozen, watching him
come nearer and nearer, and it seemed that every
step of his filumped on to her full heart, so that the
hot dizzying blood rushed out into her face and hands.
The maids were desperately quiet, on their knees.
He came up the ladder: so quickly she had not time
to think, so slowly she almost screamed with the sus-
pense of waiting! He was in front of her. He came
into the poop-house; the roof just cleared his head.
Her eyes dropped from his, slowly down; she could
only look at his big shoes, standing square on the
boards. He took a step forward and laid his hands
on her shoulders. As he touched her she quivered all
over and then submitted, and an amazing wave of
happiness flowed all over her, and her mind loosed
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